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and one finds in the rather halting lullaby of his interminable
Alexandrines a strange, incommunicable thrill. It comes
from a sudden realisation that the lips which first muttered
them were the thin lips of the King of Prussia, that the eye
which was searching the rococo ceiling for inspiration (which
never, %never came) was the eye which faced Europe so
steadily through seven years of war. The decorous Muse
of the Eighteenth Century walks more than a little stiffly
through those innumerable Odes to Glory, to Prince Henry
of Prussia, to War, to the Margravine of Baireuth, and to
most of the primary virtues. Perhaps the Muse, poor
lady, was aware that her partner in the dance was a
crowned head.

Yet there is a dreadful fascination about such rarities.
Napoleon once began to write a novel: it was called Lord
Essex, and one can imagine the collectors of three continents
elbowing one another in a wild attempt to bid for the tepid
balderdash, because it was made by a man who could win
battles. Something of the same attraction clings to the
sparse writings of British statesmen, those stern, illiterate
figures whose heavy hands make empires and Poets Laureate.
A few have written prose; but hardly one of them since
Mr. Canning, has struck the lyre. Yet there was a Prime
Minister once who wrote a tragedy in verse. It opens with
an Advertisement which must win the sympathy of all
historians: " As there is no historical authority for the
events of the celebrated Ballad on which this Tragedy is
founded, I have fixed upon the thirteenth century for the
period of their occurrence." Many statesmen have been
uncertain about their chronology. But can it be doubted
that this preliminary tucket (how one begins to catch the
tone of the period) was sounded by an author who signed
himself A and concealed behind that mysterious fragment of
a dead language the personality of Mr. Disraeli ?

He was writing with every possible advantage. He was
beginning (it was the year 1838) to get on in the world,
He was in love. He was staying at a large country house.